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the soldiers march across the barren land— 
away from death barking not far behind. 
with reeks of rancid meat, the foul expands 
until bones are beseeching to resign. 

and all around, the stretch of fog in gray 
opens limply to scenes of crimson pools 
with cawing wakes feasting for all the day; 
the rest just simply wait above the view. 


but you—the gleam glaring onto the field 
allows me to see sights so green instead— 
command all creatures on this earth to yield, 
and bid them to the violet ray ahead. 

my heartbeats march in high and lively hue; 
why then would i not fight a war for you. 


